ALL FOR LOVE
Drink hearty draughts of ale from plain brown bowls. And snatch the homely rasher from the coals; So you, retiring from much better cheer, For once, may venture to do penance here. And since that plenteous autumn now is past, Whose grapes and peaches have indulged your taste, Take in good part, from our poor poet's board, Such rivelled fruits as winter can afford
